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EXILE FROM “GOD’S COUNTRY”

BOUT 83, if I remember
rightly, there was an
almighty frost in Flor-

ida, almost as bad as the one
of "g;, when the orange-trees
were killed as far south as
India River; and that was
why Ben Habersham shifted
stakes and came into Painted
Rock. It was also the reason
why | knew him, and it was the reason that
Susy Habersham became acquainted with
Samuel I. Weekes, who owned a cattle-ranch
on the upper waters of Wolf Creek, a saloon at
Big Springs and a store in Painted Rock itself.

Habersham was a big, loose-jointed, slop-
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with Weekes. He fitted up a

in the town. One he put up for Ginger Gillett,
who had a great notion for flowers and fruit, both
hard things to raise in the neighborhood of
Painted Rock. He fixed another for my friend
Gedge, the gambler from Georgia, who had a
shack outside the city limits with what he
delighted to call a “park.™ It was four acres
of dust, sand and alkali and prairie-dogs, and
his “*vines” were a measly lot of creepers that
died at the first south wind, if any survived
the March northers.  Habersham called Florida
*God's country.” When a man out West does
that you may reckon him a failure. The man
who doesn’t fail is he who takes enough root for
the time to forget the State he came from. That
#s what Ginger Gillett said and did.

*I don’t reckon to palaver none about where
I came from,” said Ginger with decision, *“‘nor
do 1 reckon to wail any about what 1 left behind.
There's a complete and finished set of plumb-
rank failures bowling in Painted Rock about
this and that State being ‘God’s kentry.” They
make me sick and tired. ‘God's kentry® is
finished, and the State of Texas is still in our
hands to work up and put the polish on. Bum
the women is the worst at it. They don’t remind
me none of the women of "39 that old-timers
tells alwut. They had grit and could stand
«T Injuns. These ladies cavn’t stand off a
mosguito, and they weep sadly at a centipede.
Mis® Habersham's that kind, and cayn’t cut a
steak without making faces at the jint she
hacks it off of with averted face. The women
from God's kentry ain't fit to raise Texans. They
1ise oo much riot over trifles.”

But she was a pretty little woman, and even
the fastidious Ginger Gillett lowered his bull voice
in her presence and was exceedingly polite when he
met her on Main-st. The cow-hoys said she was
*“a daisy,” when they swagpered past her with
cropped heads, a tooth-brush in their waistcoat
pockets, and a high opinion of themselves in their
httle minds.

“ThereNl be trouble over Mis" Halersham yet,”
said  Keno™ Gedge, who knew the world and had a
wife who had becn pretty enough to bring one man
to the grave and two into a hospital before she
quwted down in double hamess. *“'She’s a
danger to this lonely society of bachelors, my son,
and vou can lay what youlikeonit. If I was Haber-
sham, I'd see she had no sort of conversation with
Sam Weekes. Weekes ain't to be trusted with
women—you can see that in his eyve, if his record
dudn’t prove it.”™

They said his record did prove it.

*Does Halersham know it?” 1 asked.

*Halersham don’t know mnothin’,” said Gedge
batterly. “"He knows enough about orunges to
1+ froze out of Florida, and enough about windmills
1o st ome up in any park that won't draw water.”

* Keno ™ Gedge, according to Habersham believed
that a windmill created water in a dry well

“We ain’t on good terms over that dry windmill,”
sund Gedge., “or I'd get Mrs. Gedge to drop him a
tant that Weekes is after Mrs. Halersham.  He's
the only man in Panted Rock that don't see it ™

That was true enough, as [ found out after a
minth or so. There was an extraordinary re-
Intance among the queter imhabitants of the
toan to sayv anvthing about the case. It was no
one’s husiness but Habersham's, and Habersham
was just the man to kill there and then the fool
who named him. Nevertheless there was talk, and
the baser-minded sort soon averred that the talk had
a sound tasis to go on.  There was a strange row
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about this in the American Saloon, which was
characteristic of the place and its people, and for
the matter of that of the West likewise. It was
started by Sililey Ranger from Double Mountain
Fork, who used to come into town and fill up beyond
any limit of discretion once a fortnight.

“Haow's George Weekes' huntin® progressin’?”
he asked Gedge, who was sitting on a bench with
Pillsbury.

*“Did you speak to me?” asked Gedge, with a
danger-signal in his voice.

*“To you, * Keno’ Gedge.,” said Ranger, **to be sure
Idid. [ asked how's Weekes' hunt after the Floridy
lady goin’ on? Is she caught vet?”

Gedge rose from his seat and walked up to him.
He was little, but was as hard as wire, and now he
was in a dangerous rage. *'Mr. Ranger,” he said
in a voice that had a rasp in it, “'do you know that
it's admitted on all hands that you're the biggest
fool that ever showed up in Painted Rock?”

Ranger’s hand was lying on the bar and Gedge
put his on it. Ranger found that alien grip im-
movalile.

*You aint for startin® a difficulty with me for
savin' what evervone says?” he asked quietly
enough.

“If you say it again there will be trouble,” said
Gedge. *'Do you understand me? There'll be seri-
ous trouble, and [ don’t want to hev' my business
interrupted by lemng obliged to leave town till your
funeral is forpotten ” -

Not a soul spoke a word  The hartender wiped
a glass, put a bottle straight and stood quistly
expectant.

*“*Yonu talk high ™ said Ranger.

*1 talk down to you,” said Gedge. .
Ranger showed for once an adequate sense
the situation. ““Well, if you put it that way."”
he said, “l reckon on [ take it back. I'm not
in your class as a shot. | own it, andif I was to
follow my unreasonable desires and bash you
with this tumbler 1 know I'd be dead and no use
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gelf. When a man does that it's real dangerous:
there's trouble afoot, to be sure. 1 hankered some
to stay and see it out, but I'd fixed to see old Mac-
kenzie over to my place about them steers, and if

: he's stuck on Mis' Habersham himself,

I thought Sibley Ranger was safer at Double
Mountain Fork than in town, and said so.

““Waal, 1 dessay,” he drawled, *“my tongue's my
cross, and it’ll get me into trouble shore, 1 own it.
But if you hurry up you may see the crisis. The
crisis is comin’ and | ain't a jedge of crises.
There was that look about Ben Habersham which
naturally eventuates in the deadly exhibitionof a
double-pronged  scatter-gun, or I'm the clossst
example of high discretion in Northwest Temas.
So Jong! "

1 reached town by way of Wolf Creek at sum-
down, and the first man | saw on the street was
Ginger Gillett. The city marshal seemed worried

“Mr. Gillett, [ fear ities ase
weighing on you,” | said

responsibilities
“You are wearing &
sad expression this moment. Who's been shot

and killed since | saw you?"
* Peace reigns so far” said Gillett, **and these's




